SANTA CRUZ

Beaward, the waves with hollow sound
Against the worn cliffs moan and toss,

Iandward, the vine-cind hills surround
The eity of the Holy Cross.

©O'erhead the skies cerulean bend,
The balmy alr each life renews;

And flowers thelr hues and perfume blend,
To charm each sense at Santa Cruz

Blest Santa Crus! A hundred years
Have passed since Mrst thet name was
Eiven
*Midst ringing bells, while savage ears
Listened as prayers arose to Heaven
From those, who—counting galn nor loss—
-Ruised on thy heights the sacred Cross.

A mouldering stone ‘mid tangled vines:
IMmily preserves thelr memgrs.

A noble plle their work ensKrines,
The fane, the cross, beside the sea,
FPoint—symbols of & Redeemer's love—
Frum heaven below to Heaven above.

—F. L. Clarke, In Overland.

Two Hundred Pounds
Reward.

- By B. E. Young.
e e e e e e e e e e e
brm WO HUNDRED POUNDS re-

ward! Now. here's your chance,
Jimmy," rapped out my chief one
morning. “Camden Town—your own
ngighberhood. The police up there
are muking a eonfounded mystery of
it; it ought to be as simple as clock-
stork. Ha, ha! Twenty bales of rare
silk, worth thousands, conzigned all
ihe way from Lyons to Joweits, the
Lig West end drapers. Jowetts' agent
i4shes off to the station to meet it—
saind finds that some smart rogues have
770t there one hour before him, pre-
~ented forged credentinls and driven
off with the stuff in a van in broad twi-
ijght. XNow! BSoon after midaight a
constable noted just such & van as d=-
seribed suspiciously rounding the cor-
ner of Windygate strest, Camden Town,
znd at that very minute, mark you,
some one ran up and led him off witha
shgus tale of murder going on at the
«ther end of his beat. When he got
baock—van gope and all beantifully
onlet.
" “Here are two days gone and no de-
velopiwents. Jowetts, half mad because
the kind of gilk spoils in no time un-
less kept very dry, have been here and
oifered £200 for immediate recovery.
There you are! Windygate street isa
c<ul de sac, with about 50 or G0 houses
in It. The silk may be stowed in any
one of -them, and all the local police
bave done js to put an exira man on
watch at the open end, on the chance
that there will be an attempt to re-
move the bales, Off yougo! Iglve you
24 hours!™

1 burried out with o confident smile.
In less than an hour I had got to Win-
dygnte street—a quiet double row of
houses of a featureless three-siory
type—and wos in time to see the “spe-
eial™ man exchanging chaff with a serv-
ant girl at the opposite corner. He
said something, and she tripped off.
Another stare. and then he passed me
avith a confidential whisper.

“Thought T knew you, Mr. Girdle-
=tone, It's all right—a bit of business.
Thut's the girl at a house half way
dJdown—knows nearly everyone in the
sireet, and ready to talk all day. Oh.
I'm eareful sir; we don't want 'em to
{ake fright and destroy the silk. No,
not a ghost of a clew so far, sir, ex-
cvept the van business. There's the rut
by the eurb where it turned, and then
a much lighter one where it was turned
buck, unloaded, no doubt; there's been
no rain since. - Saucy! But, bless you,
#ir, it might be done every night—
there's not a soul stirring here after
1. :

“Humph! B8hift your point a dozen
vards higher up, out of sight; and let
meé know anything that happens.
There'l’ be u rag-and-bottle man along
hiere presentiy—you understand?"

I hurried home—it was barely a ten-
minutes” walk. Half an hour later I
was leaving again by the back entrance,
o0 dirty and disreputable that my own
wife had given a start. To hire a bar-
vow and stack some rubbish on it was
simplieily itself; within the hour I was
wheeling it into Windygate street,
shouting hoarsely a record price for
rugs and old bottles. At every area
door | had the impudence to knock and
reiterate the statement; and at one
likely-looking house even contrived to
trip over the step, bring down some
glase with an unnerving crash and
sham a giddiness. No use; it merely
provoked the remark: *“Served him
vight'l” At the end of my arduous
round I was only richer by a barrow-
lond of unconsidered trifles. Until
nearly duosk I hung about the place,
and then, witk a few whispered instrue-
itlons to the constable on wateh,
trudged back home to think out a more
definite plan of aclion.

It must have been about eight o'clock
when, as I sat studying the Camelen
Town direetory, the most curious, un-
alreamed-of coincidence occurred. The
bell rang hesitatingly; a pause, and
4hen my wife tapped to say that a
young persom, apparently in trouble,
wisherd to see me upon private busi-
ress. Next moment a young lady in
widow's weeds had floated impressively
joto the room and was raising her veil
1rom a white, worried face.

“Mr. Girdlestone—the police inspect-
«ur?” she queried, guickly, In a voice
as s #weet s her expression,
&ud ! bowed—bher description was near
enough for the nonce. “Then I hope
you wun't think me silly, but, realiy, 1
telt I could put up with it no longer.
Oh, if my dear busband were only
‘here!™ A touching peuse, broken by
‘half & sob, then: “My name is Varney.

I live at No. 9 Windygate street—if
v i, eir. It may sound strauge,
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but I go in fear of something happen-
ing—almost in fear of my life! You
know, whken dear Harold died, I had tc

| let the ground and first floor—to a man

named Winsten and his wife.

“They seemed strange from the firs:,
and kept all their doors locked; then
they began to have mysterious visitors
long after dark, and my servant kept
waking me at night to suy she could
not sleep for the gueer noises. I'm
positive there's something wrong, and
yet 1 daren’t say anything, for thers
gre firearms about—ths man deliber-
ately shot my cat one day because i:
looked at his canary. But that's not
«ll; these lust two days there has been
a continual digging sound down in the
basement, especially at night. Ilieand
quake; it sounds just as if they are bur-
rowing under the street—they might.
for all I know, be mixed up with those
—those dreadful nihilist people! There,
I know there is a mystery behind!"

That was it, poured out in agitated
breaths. I think it was fuolly a minute
before 1 eduld turn my face and =gy,
rreadily:

“Indeed? And what made you come
to me, madam?"

“To you? Oh, of coursel Why, 1
gave them notice to go six weeks back,
and they simply laughed. Since then
they have not offered a farthing rent.
I dread an upset of any kind; several
times I have thought of going to the
police for advice, and always hefitated.
But this evening my girl said there
was & homely constable at the corner;
the Winstons happened to have gone
out, so [ slipped on my things, ran up
and asked him if he would mind com-
ing in to sce what was going on, and
how I could get an ejectment notice.
He wrote this address on a piece of pe-
per and told me to come straight to
you, the inspector, as you would see to
it immediately. He said something
about a search warrant, but how counld
I___l!

“‘He did guite right—and so Jid you!™
I was at the door in 1wo strides. This
queer accident, brought about so
simply, showed the way as clearvsas day-
light. I had stumbled upon the nest
and should have the silk within a few
hours. T wonld wait for no search war-
rant nor to ask further details, “This
way, madam! You say they have gone
out—then 1"1 come back with you. In
any case, you cun admit me as a
friend.”

“Ye-es.” She had a hand to her fore-
head. “But—but I'm sure they are des-
perate people! Anything ratherthana
disturbance, or that neighbors shounld
talk!™

“Leave that io me.
called over the banisters.
up in case I'm late,™

We went out. A moment later we
were hurrying towards Windygate
street and—what?

I looked round for our constable. e
stepped out from the shadow opposite
No. 9.

“Haven't seen anyone go in, sir,” he
whispered. “The lady asked me to wait
near, in case of anything. Ithink we've
got "em easily—I tumbled at once. No,
I'm not relieved for two hours yet,
s‘r-UU

“Come inside with us, then.” Up the
steps we went. The servant girl, very
pale, was standing in the hall, Togeth-
er we all stood listening—not a sotnd
from below. Nothing more lucky could
have happened! “Now, keep cool
madam,” I sald, “and we'll have a lock
round downstairs. The girl can watch
Lere. ® * * Py Jove.yes, every door
is locked!™

1 pulled out my bunch of keys to try
them. We were standing in the pas
sage below, the candlestick shaking in
Mrs. Varney's hand. It was rather an
exciting moment,

“None of mine fit, I know,” she
breathed, nervously. “But do make
haste, sir—couldn’t they imprison us
for doing this? There. that key
looks exactly like the breakfas<t parlor
one—this door; let me try it. sir. . No,
it doesn't quite turn. Oh, and there's
the door of the big cellur, where we
keep hearing the digging and knocking
noises!”

I had forgotten that. Flinging open
the door, I peered down into the black-
ness. “Hand me that lamp—we'll soon
know."” 1 said, and the comstable fol-
lowed me down the wooden steps. At
the foot the ceiling was so low we had
to stoop. *“Quick! we might find the
bales here,” 1 whispered to him.

“Mind the coals!” came madam’s
shaky voice down. “Oh, be quick! The
cellar runs out under the street. It
sounded as if they . . . Moerey, it's
the Winstons, come back! Ont with
the lighft, sir—don’t move, for heaven's
sake!™

We were half way across th= damp,
black space; her voice merged into a
half scream so thrillingly that on the
spur of the moment I blew the candle
cut and gripped the constab'e’s arm.
A mere nothing became trapedy of a
sudden. There was the sound of a door
slammed to, and then heavy footsteps
nnd deep voices in the passage over-
head.? It had happened so swiftly and

Er—Eatie!l™ I
“Don’t sit

unexpectedly that we stood holding our-

Lreath down there most foolishly.
More banging and bumping and talk
overhend—then a comparative rilence,
broken, by the constable’s uacomfort-
oble laugh.

“Well, I never! What's cur next
move, sir? They've caught her spying,
and there's more than one o iackie.
Awkward!™

“Pooh!—" 1 stopped thers, because
it suddenly struck me that his word
was unpleasantly apt. We had no
search warrant—and there m.ght bea
mistake, after all. Besides, to disclose
ourselves might mean a bad half hour
for Mrs. Varney—if not for us. We
stood listening. The cellar door had
evidently been closed, as no light came
dovwn, and the sounds were muffled.
Firally I concluded that the best thing
in the cir stances 1d be to find
some incriminating evidence *f possi-
Lle, and get away without being seen—
if possible, again. I felt for mny match
box, end relit the candle.

1
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“Find out something while we're
about it,” 1 said, and we completed our
circuit of the damp wall. Thnere were
no signs of any excavations whatever,
that we could discover. “Que#r! What
sbout the door?” [ went cuutiously
back to the steps, and pushed. It gave
me quite a little thrill to find the door
immovable; either some one neld it or
a heavy weight hud been placed against
it. I tip-toed back. The constable
looked rather pale in the candle light.

“Queer’s the word, sir!” he whis-
Lpereﬁ. “I dom't bhalf like it. I just
thought of the coad shoot, and there's
something on it—the plate won't shift.
They know we're down here, mark my
—'sh! that’s a cart stopping outside!
Mr. Girdlestone, they're clearing off!"”

Beyond a doubt! Heavy footsteps
Svere passing along the passage, and
out on the pavement. For a lime we
etlood, in a sort of stupefaction; then,
in a spasm of rage, I made a dash at
that door, determined to chance any-

strain; clearly, we were _pushing
augainet some weighty object. We
pounded and shouted, but tv no pur-
pose; we were caught in a maddening
trap, and had only ourselves ‘o blame.
But—the mortification of it!

“Let them go!™ I panted. at inst. “We
must have them sooner or later—she'll
come down and let us out the moment
they turn their backs.”

“Unless they've done for her!” he
whispered. "It took something teo
frighten that woman, sir!"”

And almost simultaneously—shall I
ever forget it?—there came a fuil in the
scurrying overhead, and then a voice,
thick with nervous laughter, just out-
side that door:

“Er—mind the coals!™

It was Mrs. Varney's voice. The hall
door banged, there wag the sound of a

Feart rumbling away, and thes—ulter,

significant silence.

“Great heavens!”™ I could just gasp
out. For how long we stood staring at
each other, taking in the fifl realiza-
tion. I should ngt like to say. Trap?
Yes, indeed! . That sweet young
“widow™ was one of the gang—perhaps
Mrs. Winston hefself. Possibly by-ae-
cident, more probably through the
servant’s cunning chatter with the con-
siable, they had disc@vered thal Detee-
{ive Girdlestone was on their heels,
and had concocteff thisgrotesquely sim-
pie trick to inveigle the pair of us into
the house while they remove.l the plun-
der to a place of safety. It wes their
one chance—and we had plazrd clean
into their hands. Maddening? Notthe
word! That it should have succeeded
=0 merited a far stronger expression—
and doubtless would get it.
flew 10 the coal shoot. Still immovable.

“Your truncheon!™ I gasped. “You
haven't- one? Up with some of this
coal; aim high, and splinter that door.
il have them yet!™

Bang! crash! sounded threcugh the
house, The top hinge gave--a panel
shatiered; in two minutes we were
clambering across a heavy wringing
machine that bad been wedger between
the door and a projection of the wall,
A paunse for breath, and ther a hasty
search of the house. Five minutes suf-
ficed to prove how incredibly we had
been fooled. The place was. save for
one or two rooms, practieally destitute
of furniture—clearly enough. it had
heen rented more for nefarious than
for domestic purposes. Sigrs of the
silk there were none. Now we were out
at the door, all but coming 1o grief
again over a stone slab placed across
the coal shoot. Ten minutes 'ater we
panted into the peolice station, and had
sent all the available men. with deserip-
tions of the young “widow.” fiying over
Camden Town. Then I started back for
home. I would get rid of the grime and
conl dust. and then {nke a cab straight
to Scotland Yard.

I got to the door and pulled out my
keys. My keys! They were not mine—
with a gasp I stood and realized that
that clever creature, asking fo f{ry
them, had handed me back her own
bunch in exchange. Why, what—.
Twice I knocked loudly befors the door
opened and showed me my wife's face
ns white as a sheet.

“Nou, Jimmy? Oh, tkank” heavenl
We haven't dared to move!™

“W-what do you mean?"—in the
nierest whisper.

“0Oh. We've hod such ascare. Jane and
I! We were sitting in the kitchen, not
half an hour ago, and we thought we
heard some one moving about up her
—ocreeping up and down the stairs. 1
sereamed out something, and Jane says
she heard this door elick. We couldn’t
£tlir hand or foot till I heard youn
knock! I knew it couldn't b you."

“You knew!™ With a groén, 1 strode
into the parlor. 1 knew what [ should
find; my bhandsome bronze timepiece,
my choice vases, and a score of other
small valuables—all gone. Upstairs I
sprang like a madman. On the bed-
room table had lain my presentation
gold watch and chain, that I would not
have lost for a fortune. One lcok—and
1 staggered back. fairly crushed. . . .
Gone! A daring double stroke of vil-
lainy; they had walked in with my own
key while I was fooling at the station.

And as if this second humiliating
blow was not enough to permanently
kill any man’s good opinion of himself,
cn the looking glass frame was pinned
& serap of paper, bearing this master
siroke of irony:

“Mind the coals!™

That was & year ago, and Messrs.
sowetts, the big drapers, still mourn
*he loss of their rich consiginment of
silk. They seem likely to go cn mourn-
ing. And [—well, my deepest umbition
is to come face to face for jus: cne mo-
ment with that sweel young woman
who went by the name of Varney. J
may not—and I may —Tit-Bits,

The Company’'s Bull.

This motice was posted in a pleas-
ure boat belonging to a certain steam-
ship company: *“The chairs in tke
cabin are for tke ladies. Gentlemen
are requested not to make use of them

until the ladies are seated."—Keystone.

thing. Useless—it resisted our united |

ART IN ARCHITECTURE.

S 2 2 & B
DESIONED AND WRITTEN ESPECIALLY FOR THIS PAPER.

This 1l-room house can be ereefed
for ﬂ,ﬁ], upon & foundation of rubble
stone. .

The size of the parior is 13x13 fect;
eitting-room, 12x15 feet 6 inches; din-
ing-room, 12x13 feet 6 inches; kitchen,
10 feet 3 inches by 13 feet; and six
chambers of the following sizes: 8x190
feet 3 inches; 10 feet 6 inches by 13 feet
12x13 feet 6 inches; 10x12 feet; 10 feet
2 inches by 13 feet; 5x10 feet 3 incles,
and alcove, Tx9 feet G inches,

The height of first and second floors
is 9 feet 6 inches; of basement, 7 feet.

Studding, 2x4 inches; joist, 2¥10
inches; rafters, 2x4 inches. Extension

room and dining-room snd between
chamber and alcove are cased openings.

The front door eontains a glass panel,
and at each side of the front door there
is a8 window opening into the ball. The
glass showing in transoms of parlor
wingdows is to be of an ornamental de-
scription. o

All glass, throughout building, ex-
cepting art glass, will be the best se-
lected American, double thick,

The exterior of the house will look
well painted bronze green, with white
trimmings, red roof and dark greea
sash.

Paintidg is three-coat work; plaster
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FRONT ELEVATIN OF MODERATE-PRIZED HOME.

walls are sheathed with fenceflooring.
end building paper is placed between
sheathing and finished siding. Shingles
upon roof are cedar. All siding is to be
4-inch 0. G.; the balcony deck is tinned,
All down spouts, gutters, flashing and
drips upom chimney are of galvanized
iron.

The floors of first and second stories
sre double, having felt paper between
them. The attic has a single floor. The

| chimney showing above the roof is

veneered with red press brick. The cor-
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ing twoiroat @vork, last coat being a
putiy op plagier of Paris finlsh. The
doors ape 2 fget 8 inches wide by 7 feet
high.

The basemwint figpr is concreted, and
the furnace-réeom, coalroom, stolroom
and laundry gre all located fn they base<d
ment, '.Thc'gmrnnce to basemant is|
from tbe dinfng-room bgneath front
stairs. -

All rooms gre piped for gas and fur-
nace. The BAthroom is 5x6 feet, and
all the rougMing-in pipes are placid,
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PLAN OF FIRST AND SECOND FLOORS.

nice showing on elevation is con-

| ptructed with large brackets and pan-

?

eled between. The finish throughout
is of Georgia pine, oil finished. All
floors are pine, except kitchen and
pantry floors, which will be of maple.
The kitchen contains sink, pantry and
ciosets, to be fitted with shelves.

The openings between parior and
hall, parlor and sitting-room, sitting-

ready for the fixtures, which are not in=
eluded in this estimate of $1.500,

The hardware isof a very neat desi
good and substantial, all windows g:
ing hung with sash cord and weights.
All doors are five cross panel doors,

The work throughout is of the best
character, end when the house is ecom-
pleted it must be left clean and ready
for cccupancy., GEO. A. W. KINTZ.

PHYSICAL STRENGTH.

in Man it Reaches 1ts Greatest Devel-
opment Between the 30th and
.81st Years.

‘The muscles, in common with all the
organs of the bady, have their stages of
development and decline, says the
Strand Magazine. Our physical
strength increases np fo a certain age
and then decreases. Tests of the
strength of several thousands of people
bave been made by meane of a dynpa-
mometer (strength measurer), and the
following are given as the average fig-
ures for the white race:

The “iifting power™ of a youth of 17
years is 250 pounds. In his twentieth
year thisincreases to 320 pounds, and in
the thirtieth and thirty-first years it
reaches its height, 356 pounds. At the
end of the thirty-first year ths
strength begins to decline, very slowly
st first.

By the fortieth year it bas decreased
eight pounds, and this diminution con-
tinues at a siightly increased rate until
the fiftieth year is reached, when the
figure is 330 pounds.

After this period the strength fails
more and more rapidly, nntil the weak-
pess of old age is reached. Itisnol pos-
sible to give accurate statistics of the
decline of strength after the fiftieth
year, as it varies to a large extent in

Electrical Sterilization.

Electric sterilimation of water has
been successfully practiced in Germany,
The water taken from the Bruges canal
l at Schoorebrugge is first filtered in th=
usual maoner,throogh bedsof different
kinds of sand, and is finally “pumped
through sterilizers, being there subject-
ed to the influence of an electric current
at a pressore of 1,000 volts. It is stated
that by this means all traces _of mi-
crobés are entirely destroyed, and the
pure water is distributed to the in-
habitants of Blankenberg by means of
the system previously in use. About
35,000 cuble feet are treated per day in
summer, this volume falling to abojit
110,000 cubic feet perday in winter. The
electrieal imstallftion has an output of
53 horse-power.

Elrctrical Waves,
A scientist has discovered that eléo-
trical”currents in the form of waves
rapidly succeeding one another can pro-
duce insensibility to pain sand cold in
the flesh, acting-as an anaesthetic like
ether. When the currents were applied
to the finger and thumb by wires the
finger could be pricked with a pin with.
out pain.
Stride of the Ostrieh.
Ornithologists tell us that, when
feeding, the siride of the ostrich is from
20 inches to 22 inches; whern walking,
but not feeding, 26 inches, and when
terrified, 1114 to 14 feetl, or at the rats
of about 25 miles an hour,

ch ark is the best e
knm to medical scien_cemf‘t‘n,r
soothing and healing inflamed
throats and lungs.

Put one of
Dr.- Ayer’s
Cherry Pectoral

Plasters
over your [ungs

Advice Frecl

We now have some of the most ami-
Bent phy me in the United States,
Unoeaal op unities and lokg axperi.
ences eminently Gt them for giving you
medieal adrice. rite frecly

§ casa.
'Address, Dr. 3. C. AYER,
alass.

COULDN'T FOOL HIM.

fRow & Celored Hoy Knew Joseph
Jefferaon Was Not a Clre
~emns Rider.

Joseph Jefferson and his son Tom were
walking home from a duck hunt on his plan
le{:hﬂ in I-DLNIIIIII cne evening, when ohe
of the colored boys asked Tom what he did
in the sbow. Tom said:

“Go up, John, and ask him! Le'll tel}

you,

The colored boy went up to Mr. Jeflerson
and said:

“Mr. Joe, will you be mad i I sxed you
somethin’?" .

“No, John, what it is®* sad Mr. Jeffer-

son.

“What do you sdo in de show ¥’

Mr. Jefierson replied that it would be
rather difficult for him to explain to him
what l!m”;mrl_il ular line of business was.
i, el ™ said Jobm, “dus yer swaFow
sNIves

Mr. Jefferson told him he bhad no talent
whatever in that direction.

“Well, yer.=on told me ved swallowed
knives and forks and fire, and dedor knoss
wh;ﬁ. all, and I believe he was jest foolin'

me.
Mn Jefierson agreed with him, sayving
that his son was quite capable of jt.
“Well, dere’s one thing cerfain,’ =aid
Jolm, “yer don’ act in de circos.™
Mr. Jefferson asked him how ke could be
sure of that. John burst into an immod-
erate fit of langhter.
0, no; no sir!  Yer can’t focl me on dat.
I've seen yer get on a horse—yer win’t neo
pircus actor."—Boston Globe.

No Use at AlL
“Mistletoe is awfully scarce this year,™
she said. *“I'm afraid ma won't be able o
pet any.” :
“What's theuse?®” he asked.
_And the sounds which forthwith ensved
indicated that it was absolulely useiess.—
Philadelphia North American.

Anna—"They say I have my mother's
nouth snd nose.” nah—"Well, your
nother was lucky to get rid of ‘em.”"—
Yonkers Statesman.

Meekison of Qhio
Has Been Greatly Benefited by
Pe-ru-na.

Congressman D, Meckison of Ohio, writes
the following letter to Dwr, Hartman.

Dr. 5. B. Haritman, Columbus, O,
Dear Sm:—| have used several bot-

tles of Pe-ru-na and feel greatly bene-

fited thereby. I have been afllicted

with catarrh of the head and feel en
mr:?ad to believe that continued
use of Pe-ru-na will fully eradicate &
Mdtﬂilrtr.w-n‘-ma‘.




